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negligence on the part of their commanding officers,
marvelled at my surprise.

Unless a ruffian is known to have killed half-
a-dozen people, and^to have got, as it were, murder
on the brain, he is almost safe from trouble in these
western plains. A notorious murderer lived near
Central City; it was known that he had shot six
or seven men; but no one thought of interfering
with him on account of his crimes until he was
taken red-handed in the very act. Some persons
fancied he was heartily sorry for what he had done,
and he himself, when tossing off cocktails with his
rough companions, used to say he was sick of
shedding blood.

One day, on riding into Central City, he met a
friend whom he invited to take a drink. The friend,
not wishing to be seen any more in such bad com-
pany, declined the offer, on which the ruffian drew
his pistol in the public street, in the open day, and
saying, with a comic swagger of reluctance, " Good
God, can I never come into town without killing
some one ?" shot his friend through the heart.
Seized by the indignant crowd, the callous ruffian
had a stern trial, a short shrift, and a midnight
escape up the famous cotton-tree in the city ditch.

But with respect, to theft, most of all the theft